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Author's Notes: 
Hey alll 


I'm back again with some more CC.. | think it's safe to say that I've had my head deep into research on the 
guy ever since | saw Poison on the Stadium Tour back in June, and after writing € posting my first CC piece 
(and the positive feedback € encouragement | received on it -- thank you so much for that, by the way! ) I've 
been intrigued by his character and have found myself writing a lot more of him. 


With that being said, there are a whole lot of facts and reality in this piece. It takes place in 1995 -- and is, to 
put it simply, CC's rock bottom with cocaine. And | gather that some of you probably already know the story 
of how he decided to move in with his Mom and Dad to get clean, but that's what this is revolved around. 
Honestly, I've wanted to write CC's realization and surrender for a while, and the spark finally came..and this 
came out of it. It is raw, real, and heavy at points, like my usual writing, but there is also an element of hope 


weaved through it all -- The light in the darkness, you could say. 
Just a few things to know before reading.. 


**CC's real name is Bruce Johannesson € thats what his mother calls him.** 


**lndiana is CC's fiancé** 


Well.'| leave you with that. | hope you enjoy € make sure to check out the ending notes/references that | 
have attached at the bottom of this piece! (I always love giving little facts for background and education 
purposes in case anyone gets interested in learning more -- and frankly, | just like sharing some of what I've 


learned in my research, ‘cause I'm a dork!) 


PS: Comments and feedback are always welcome, so feel free to drop me a note below.|'m always open to 


answering questions and love hearing your thoughts! 


1995 
Orange County, California 


The moment | pull into the driveway of the house belonging to none other than my parents, with Indiana by my 
side in the passenger's seat, an indescribable sensation radiates throughout my body. 


This is it 
Youre finally succumbing 


As my heart rate begins to speed up, the rest of my senses turn on, giving my run down, blow-addicted shell 
a much-needed boost of rejuvenation; well, the closest thing to it that | can possibly get right now. 


The drugs have taken their toll on me, long and hard, and just sittin’ in this car for what felt like an eternity 
driving here definitely drained the remaining ounces of energy | thought | was holdin’ onto, but the truth is 
that most of the genuine /ife stores | once had have been long depleted. 


But, | guess that's what ya get for keepin’ yourself hooked on somethin’ that ya really thought was keepin’ ya alive, 


when it's only been eating away at ya from the inside out. 


That right there is the harsh reality of the place I've gotten myself to, and by driving here, to my Mom and 


Dad's, I'm taking the first step in sayin’ we need fo do something different ‘cause this aint workin anymore. 


It was fun and games at first, sure, but | never thought | would find myself in this place; a place of complete 


powerlessness over drugs. 


I've seen others go through it and I've heard stories of others goin’ through it, but whenever | saw myself | 
just thought ' oh whateva! Its not lke that with me! Its not the same thing | got it under control, Im alright 
My life isn’t bein’ threatened | got money. | got a house. Im not fallin’ into the gutta’ where everythin’ is taken 
from me, yada yada yada: 


Well guess the hell what? That was a whole load of bullshit, cause here | am now right in that spot. 


Sure, | have a house and | have loads of cash, but what does that matter when all your life's focus is 
revolved around drugs and insanity? Those others things don't mean shit anymore when all ya gotta look 
forward to in a day is gettin’ fucked up. Trust me, | Jove bein’ fucked up, or at least that's what I've been 


tellin’ myself this entire time, but how much becomes foo much? 


‘Cause everything has a limit, at some point. There comes a point when somethin's gotta give, and right now, 


Ive hit that point. 


| can say with confidence that the delusions and craziness I've been livin has gone too far, and its reached a 
point where my quality of life has no value to it. 


And when ya find yourself at the point where life and death feel equal, ya know there's a big friggin’ problem, 
and most of the time that problem has been right in front of your face the whole damn time but you're way 


Too screwed up and out of your tree to realize it. 


And what ya also know is that when ya feel desperate enough to retreat back to your parents place it means 


you've really hit a point of no return! 

Because who in their right frame of mind wants to go move back in with their parents to try to get 

clean?! ihsane to fathom, right? Sure, but nobody in my life ever told me | was normal , have they? ‘Cause | 
sure as hell havent! And when has anyone thought I'd make a normal decision in a normal frame of mind? 


Impossible. 


Except for the fact that this choice might sound insane, but the reasoning behind it is as rational as ever, even 
if it doesn't seem like it.. 


This is where | gotta be ‘cause if I'm gonna do this, | wanna do it right. And askin' my parents if | can stay 
with them for a little bit to try to sort myself out is the only way to do it, cause | can’t cheat this way. 


There's no way for me to get my hands on drugs if I'm under Mom and Dad's roof. 
"Are you sure you're ready to do this?" My fiancé's soft voice is full of nothing but empathy and unconditional 
support as she locks her glistening eyes on my glazed over ones, cutting through the train of thoughts 


spiraling in my foggy mind. "It's okay to be unsure, but | hope you're being serious about this." 


Oh, Im being completely serious.. There is not an ounce of resistance to this decision, Indiana..You gotta trust me 


this tme.. This is real 


For once in my life, | don't have an immediate answer and it's only due to the fact that l'm struggling to snap 
out of my head. Everything around me feels clouded and disorienting, but | got myself here, and now it's time 


to move forward and grow up. 


The truth is that I've waited far too long to admit to myself that | needed to change things, and | kept 
shooting excuse after excuse after excuse, but where did that get me? Right in the same spot | have been 
stuck in for the last god knows how many years. If it weren't for the terrifying mental brush with death | 
encountered the other night that scared the fuckin’ daylights outta me, | don't think I'd be parked in front of 


my parents’ house right now. 

Never in a millon years would | have thought I'd be here, ready to surrender to the only thing | thought | 
couldn't live without, and I'm not gonna lie..l'm scared as shit right now but this is what | gotta do to get 
better. | don't have any other choice now. If | don't take the leap now, then who knows if it'll ever happen, and 
if it doesn't happen then what will? 

MI be gone. 

A blanket of exhaustion and fatigue clouds my entire body but | know one thing that's certain Despite all the 
mixed emotions and festering anxiety invadin' every internal tissue, the determination and fire that's burning 
within is way more overpowerin' than any of the hesitation that's tryin’ to get my ass outta this. 

I'm not givin’ into any of that, because now is the time for this. 

l'm not going back to that house. 

Not after seein’ what | could have sworn was the Grim Reaper outside my friggin’ door, waitin’ to welcome 
himself into the place with open arms. Not when | was hallucinating out of my damn mind enough to shoot the 
walls of my house because of the intensity of the paranoia | was constantly feelin’. Not when all that damn 
house contains now are horrible memories of hopelessness , discombobulation, and torment: 

When | packed my bags and bolted outta there this mornin | knew | would never go back. My choice was made 
up from the second | thought death was comin’ for me in the Reaper's form, and l'm stickin' to that decision 
til the day the world is done with me. 

That's why l'm here. 

"Babe?" 


I'm pulled from my hazy thoughts once more by my girl's voice, and | force myself to keep eye contact with 


her, even though it's difficult to stay alert and with it. 


| wanna feel alive again, cause right now | sure as hell don't. 


| feel like a lifeless shell 


With various emotions swimming through my body, but a whole lotta inner determination and adamancy, | nod 
my head while keeping a steady tone in my nearly-trembling voice. "If | don't do it now, when will | do it? Its 
gotta happen..'m done." 


Indiana's eyes fill with immediate warmth as she takes one of my freezing cold hands and squeezes it, sending 


a shiver up my spine at the realization of this situation; the fact that I'm finally doin’ this. 


After all of this time that | convinced myself | wasn't ready or didn't need or want to get better, this is it.. 


I'm over it now. 


| cant keep goin’ on the way I've been, ‘cause if | do, the actual shadow of death will be knockin’ on my door; 
one that's not a chemically induced hallucination, and that'll be it. That'll be the last of me, and I'm not ready 
for my streak on this Earth to end yet. 


Its not my time. 


‘Im proud of you, baby," Indiana smiles with a combination of compassion and pride as she keeps her hand in 
mine, tightening the squeeze in a nurturing fashion, "This is gonna be great for you, and | bet your parents are 


going to be so glad to see you." 


A pit of trepidation gnaws in my stomach at her words, but | know she's definitely right. For as long as | can 
remember Mom and Dad have been worried as hell about me, and have been goin’ to Alanon support meetings 
ever since they became aware of my very obvious drug problem. There was actually a time or two when 
they dragged me to the meetings with ‘em, and of course | didn't give a flyin’ rats ass about anything that 
was bein’ said besides the fact that | knew what | was doin’ to myself was hurting the hell outta both of ‘em. 
Unfortunately, my mindset then was a load different than it is right now, and no matter what | was told or 


shown or educated on, it didn't matter. 
| wasn't ready to make a change so nothin’ was gonna change. 


| even had a friend whose parents went to the meetings too, ‘cause she was goin’ through the same crap | 
was. Both of our parents started bondir’ with each other over our problems, and obviously they felt validated 
and understood because most parents don't have to watch their kids fall down into a hole of self-destruction 
with no apparent reason for it..Well, they did and they found friendship through the darkness. Well..Poor girl 
never got to see the light of day, ‘cause her addiction got her first. And | stil wasn't struck hard enough by 
that to stop my own behaviors that | now know will lead me headfirst right into her spot if | don't get rid of 


‘em. 


Such a beautiful, beautiful girl..Gone from somethin’ that stole her will and desire to be more in the world 


than a junkie. Well, it aint happenin’ to me. 


lm not lettin’ it. 
I'm sick 


I'm sick of bein’ sick And I've waited long enough to fuckin’ say it. I've waited long enough to fully mean it 
when | say l'm done. ‘Cause | would tell myself numerous times that | was over it but it wasn't 
wholeheartedly honest, and | just ended up continuing to indulge in the vices with whatever chance | got. 
Sometimes | fried to experiment and cut down on certain things, only to drown myself in somethin’ else, which 
just led to an explosion of multiple substances playin’ a game of tug of war with my brain. But now, this is it. 
This is the /ast straw, ‘cause I've had enough 


lm tired and | don't wanna do this anymore. 
~ Ke 


| never knew gettin’ out of a car and draggin’ bags up a small driveway would be such an arduous effort, but | 


guess ya also learn new things when your life is fallin’ to pieces in a way ya never anticipated it would. 


Or it could also be ‘cause ya decided to bring every single one of your guitars outta that damn house to lug away 
with ya.. 


There is no way | wouldda' left that place without all my guitars. They're the only things that felt important 
enough to come outta that house. Leaving them would feel like the equivalent of abandoning a child..To me, 


they're my lifelines. 
But they're also friggin’ heavy. 


Or maybe youre just tired as all hell and the blows been eatin away at your muscles so ya dont have any 
strength left..Also, its not like you've put anything of sustenance in your body for days.. 


Whatever the case may be, this feels way more difficult than it should. | can barely hold my own weight up, 
and the way my head is spinning is only makin’ the entire task of lugging crap even harder, but | don't 
wanna show that. 


| hate lookin’ pathetic. 


Then again, it's not like anyone's gonna see..except Mom and Dad, and they've seen it all with me at this point, 
but that doesn't make me feel much better.. Especially ‘cause | know what they're gonna see isn't any better 


than how | fuckin’ feel. 


| know | look like hell, and they've seen me lookin’ bad but | don't think they've seen me this bad. Frick, bad isn't 
the right word. | look like | crawled outta the gutta in the middle of the nearest dump and then got run over 
by a truck about half a dozen times. 


There's a reason why | have sunglasses pasted on my face even when there's not a speck of sunlight peekin' 
outta the sky. Firstly , | can hardly keep my eyes open. Secondly, my eyes are either bloodshot or glazed 
over, and thirdly, the dark circles underneath ‘em look horrendous. Ya would think | was wearing eyeliner that 
smeared, but nah..lt's just my self-induced neglect. 


Trendy fashion statement 


| cringe internally at my own sadistic joke, feeling nothing but disgust at how l'm handling this right now. 
Nevertheless, | persist, continuing to overtly struggle with the seemingly extra heavy bags as my entire body 


aches in pitiful self-inflicted weariness. 


"Here, babe," Indiana puts a hand on my shoulder and gently maneuvers one of the overnight bags out of my 
hand and into hers, which sends a slight pit of embarrassment shooting through my stomach. "I know you 
don't feel well-" 


"Ah c'mon, I'm alright," | shake my head with pathetic exhaustion, even though | wish | could personify someone 
who feels fine. Its humiliating for me to show myself this way, but | guess l'm confident enough to know 
Indiana isn't judging me..and Mom and Dad are probably the last people to either. "Just tired but | still have 


arms. | don't wanna look like a wimp!" 


My remark only earns an endearing eye roll from my fiancé, who sticks to her guns with the bag in her hand. 
'If you're being serious about getting clean, part of that involves letting others in who want to help you. So 
swallow your pride, accept that you're exhausted, and let me lighten the load." 


As much as | hate the bluntness, having it come from Indiana makes it a little easier to take in. No one likes 
tough love, but the more I've dug myself down into the hole I've created for myself, the more I'm starting to 
realize that maybe it's just what | need; A big kick in the ass. ‘Cause | sure as hell haven't been able to give 


myself one..Until now, at least. 


"Fuck," | groan with a grimace, as a pulsating pain shoots through my temples, "I'm only agreein' cause its you 


and | don't wanna compromise anythin’ between us, but if it were anyone else" 

"Don't say another word," Indiana cuts me off firmly with a glare that means business, "Swallow it, CC." 
Goddammit 

It takes everything in my power to resist spilling somethin’ out but | force myself to bite my tongue, ‘cause 
some part of me knows she's absolutely right. | gotta shed the armor and let people in and | gotta smack 


some sense into myself..somehow. 


But even if you can’t manage that yourself, don’t you worry CC..Mom will smack it right info your pathetic ass in 
no time. Ohhh..don't you worry... 


That thought immediately wracks my body with uncontrollable trembles of uneasiness, but there's still the 


strong level of determination within me..'m not changin’ my mind about this. Its. stil happenin’. 


Once | finally manage to make it to the front door, | let the bag fall from my hand onto the porch, as does 
Indiana, but in a much graceful way. Just as l'm about to reach a shaking hand for the doorbell, | feel myself 


freeze up and quickly retreat, earning a skeptical but understanding expression from my fiance. 


"Take a breath," she nods slowly and places a gentle hand on my back, proceeding to run small soothing circles 


into it, "IYI be alright." 


| shouldn't be so damn nervous, ya know?!" The words blurt out of my mouth with embarrassment as my 
body tenses up in inner-frustration, "Its bad enough Mom's gonna see me like this but | don't need her seein’ 


me act like a pussy-" 


"Oh give me a break!" Indiana cuts my sentence short with an adamant head shake and sigh of subtle dismay, 
"Your parents are worried about you and the last thing they're gonna be upset about is your demeanor, but 
what might annoy them is if you resist their comfort and support.” 


Yeah, that's great that you dont think they'll care but how the hell would you know?! Theyre my parents! | sure 
know them a litte too well, and even if they dont care, that doesnt make me feel less humiliated about all of 
this! Look at me! Im a mental case../ can't even stand up straight right now. My hands are fuckin’ shaking, my 
legs feel like two boulders, and | feel lke | might hurl all over this porch! Yeah, cause THATS what Mom and Dad 


are gonna wanna see! Great reunion with their baby- 
"Maybe they won't care, but | sure as hell do!" 


Indiana only shrugs her shoulders with raised eyebrows. "Well guess what, hon? Not everything is about you, 
and | think you know that. You're nervous and that's okay, but you can't use that as an excuse to feed your 
ego," she shakes her head but lets a warm smile creep on her face, "Now take a moment to recenter 
yourself..lt's gonna be fine." 


| suppress an eye roll and instead close my eyes, take a sharp breath, and go ahead with business. Before | 


know it, with a racing heart and gnawing pit in my stomach, my arm shoots onto the doorbell 
Fuck, this is it No turning back now. 


It's the moment of waiting that's the most nerve wracking for me; this silence and anticipation that's full 


of unknowns .. 


Its probably only been a minute but every second that passes that I'm glued to this spot on the porch, right 
in front of the door, feels like a special kind of Hell. Every second feels dragged out to an eternity, and maybe 
that's due to my skewed perception of reality or the fact that I'm so damn anxious about this- 


My thoughts are abruptly cut off by the sound of footsteps coming towards the door and now ... Now, | know 
this is it. 


It's time. 

| take one last breath as | clearly make out the shadow of my Mom directly behind the door, feeling my 
insides twist into jumbled up knots. | force a smile that definitely makes me look more like a mess than | 
already am, but ya gotta keep the persona up somehow, don't ya?! 


"Bruce?" 


| almost don't realize that Mom opened the door until she calls out my name in her endearing tone, and when | 


lock my eyes on her, my entire body tenses up. 
| suddenly feel frozen again. 


"Oh, Brucie!" Mom shakes her head with what | could swear are tears in her eyes and | can't even move 


before she engulfs me in one of her tightest hugs. "My baby , | am so glad to see you!" 


| don't pull out of her grip and I'd never , ‘cause ya can't when it's your Mom's love, and underneath the ego 


and resistance | constantly paste on, | really need this right now. 
And | almost hate that | do. 


Once l'm released from Mom's secure hold, she brushes me off and takes a long hard look at me, before 
greeting Indiana with the same maternal nurturement, but its not until | watch her eyes move onto the bags 


thrown on the porch when | know | gotta spill the beans. 


My lips form into a crooked grimace as | force raspy words outta my mouth, while my stomach gnaws 


persistently, "Hey uh..Can | stay here for a little while?" 


The hesitation and uncertainty radiates off me but | don't let it stop me. My eyes dart over to the bags and 
then move back to Mom, whose eyes are glistening even more than a few moments ago, and | can't say 


anything else before she answers the question loud and clear, this time with a clear crack in her voice. 
"Don't ask me such a silly question, Bruce!" 

She squeezes me into her arms again, and it's right now that | realize | don't need to say anything else ‘cause 
Mom knows exactly why I'm here. | feel it in her demeanor and | know it's what she's been waitin’ for from 


me for the longest time. 


She doesn't need to tell me that. 


She doesn't need To say a damn thing. 


‘I've been so worried about you, sweetie,” she gushes while securing me in such a powerful grip; one that 
speaks volumes. One that holds the fear of letting go and screams / can't let you outta my sight again ‘cause | 


dont wanna lose you. 


The emotion is prominent in her voice and it sends vulnerable shivers up my spine, which breaks my tear 
ducts open without my control, sending a tiny tear dripping down my cheek, but no one would know ‘cause my 
face is pressed right into Mom's chest, completely hidden from the horrors of everything I've inflicted upon 
myself. 


| could swear | hear Indiana sayin’ something but | can't make out the words. The bittersweet emotion 
overtaking my entire body is so powerful that its really all | can focus on at the moment, and | know I'm not 


the only one who's engulfed in this tornado of chaos... 
Yet, there's a sense of relief and alleviation 


A few moments of silence pass as | stay in Mom's arms, feelin’ my exhaustion and fatigue weigh down harder 
on me. My eyes stay closed as the tears dry and my heart rate slows back to normal, but I'm still 
trembling. But, | finally find it in me to lift my ashen face back up to face my mother, and | nod my head with 


determination 


"| gotta straighten myself out, Mom," | weakly, but adamantly squawk, feeling my throat burn with every word 


| force out, "It's gotta happen now..l can't keep goin’ on this way..lt's wrecking the hell outta me." 


Through my peripheral vision, Indiana closes her eyes with a proud smile, and my Mom does the same while 
running circles into my trembling back. "I've been waiting to hear these words from you, baby." She takes a 
shaking breath and slowly releases me, but cups both of my hands into hers as her eyes seep with a 


combination of solace and pain ; rawness. "Oh God, I've been prayin' every day begging him to help you see 


the ght" 


| immediately squeeze Mom's hands at the desperation spilling from her lips, doin’ my absolute best to keep a 
demeanor of reassurance. "I'm done , Mom" | nod my head and close my eyes again, feeling another shiver 


wrack my body, "For good this time, and | mean it" 


There is another period of silence as the three of us swim in the whirlpool of emotions clouding the air around 


us, but it's not long before Mom quickly wipes her face of her tears and opens the door wide. 


"Come in Let me get you all settled and warmed up," she gestures for Indiana and | to enter the house with a 
warm smile. "And let me help with the luggage-" 


My eyes widen at the predictable offer and before | can even think about resisting, Indiana shoots me the 
same expression she did when | tried to argue with her about the same thing just a few minutes ago, so | bite 


my tongue, yet again 

‘Cause for once in my damn life, it's time to do the right thing, and that's all starting now. 
wie 

A short whie later.. 


"Bruce, can | get you something to drink?" Mom asks with tenderness as she looks me up and down with Indiana 
by my side on the living room couch, with a cup of coffee of her own, "Food? You look exhausted, sweetie. 


Let me bring you something-" 


"Ah c'mon Mom," | whine and shake my head, desperately attempting to ignore the pain shooting through my 
temples as | lean my head into my knees, allowing my stiff body to sink into the couch cushions, "I'm just tired, 


that's all." 


"I know," she coos with a furrowed brow and a motherly head shake, "and you need to start getting some meat 


on your bones. You hardly look like yourself anymore!" 


Indiana lets out a soft sigh from next to me, while gazing at Mom with a sad smile, "Maybe in a little bit, 
Susan..| don't think he can stomach anything right now...” 


| weakly nod in acknowledgment of my fiancé's words and force myself to slowly lift my head from my knees, 


but am immediately overcome with a spinning sensation which makes holding focus extremely difficult. 


"Well, the offer always stands. | won't push it on you right now ‘cause | know you don't feel well, but once 
you're feeling more like yourself | better not hear any excuses from you! I'm not letting you waste away 

from starvation, Bruce," Mom concludes with a hefty dose of fough love as she takes a seat next to me on 
the couch, squeezes my shoulder, and leans in close, "Now let's talk..Tell me what made you decide to come 


here Today." 


A moment of silence follows as | sit with myself and every feeling swimming through my burnt out body, and 
it takes a few seconds for me to gather my thoughts. Usually | have no problem talkin’ my ass off but that 


all kinda changes when your brain feels like a total bag of mush 


"I just can't do this shit anymore, Mom," | shake my head with a groan and hold my knees to my chest 
securely as my body trembles with emotion, "I've had enough of it and I'm sick of it!" My eyes somehow 
manage to widen at the emphasis in my own words and | continue with newly found confidence, despite the 
disorientation l'm drowning in. "And trust me, Mom, this time | really mean it when | say l'm over it and 


want nothin’ to do with it anymore." 


| nod my head, keeping my eyes open the best | can while locking them on Mom, whose bittersweet smile holds 
a whole lotta delight , and | know how much she's been needing to hear this. She's been begging for this 


moment for the longest time, and now some of that suffering on her end can finally come to an end. 


"And if I'm gonna do this, I'm not dancin’ around shit. If l'm doin’ it, | wanna get it night and | know | can't get a 
hold of anything if | stay here.." My voice trails off as | let out a yawn, sending abrupt chills through my 
body, "If ya wanted the truth, that's really it...” 


Indiana nods from the other side of me, "He really means it, Susan" She takes a breath and rubs a circle into 


one of my hands, that is still holding my knees. "He's ready for this." 

"God must have heard my pleas," Mom shakes her head with glistening eyes, "Cause Bruce, when | say I've 
been talking to him every night | mean it. He's heard enough from me since the day you were born, baby, but 
I'd never change a thing!" She closes her eyes and clasps her hands together. "Oh, | wouldn't change a thing. 


am so happy you're here." 


| nod my head quickly as my vision ebbs and flows with undulation, "So am |, Mom..and ya better get used to 


havin’ me around cause l'm probably gonna be here a while!" 


My attempt at a joke sends a wave of nausea through the center of my core, and | internally freeze up, using 


every ounce of strength within me to suppress the urge to puke all over the carpet. 

‘Bruce? Are you alright? You look very pale." 

"He'll be okay..Just a hangover, Susan..He drank everything he had left to drink before packing up and heading here." 
"Well, he needs a nice cold washcloth for his head then..And a long nap..." 

As Indiana and my Mom converse with one another, their blurred voices swim through my mind in a 
discombobulated fashion, and | don't have it in me to join them. My entire body is aching, my temperature 
can't make up its mind, and I'm getting closer and closer to what feels like a total collapse. 

As if | havent gotten myself there already! 

There is another moment of silence while | rest my head on my knees, feeling my fatigue and exhaustion weigh 
harder on me every second that goes by, but it's Mom's shoulder squeeze paired with a cooling sensation on 


my forehead that brings me back. 


"Hold this on your head, sweetheart," she urges with tenderness and affection, as | manage to lift my head up 
to face her, while she gently places the cloth on my forehead. "It'll ease some of the achiness.” 


Even though my initial impulse is to resist and argue , | bite my tongue and nod instead, allowing myself to lean 


into the slight, but much needed offer of alleviation 


"Your father will be here soon," Mom's warm, nurturing words swim through the fog of my contaminated 


mind, "Oh, he's gonna be so happy to see you-" 


She engulfs me in an embrace again, and | should know better than to question the fouchy-feely demeanor 
that's my Mom, especially in this situation. And I'm way too tired to fight back. The only thing | got my mind 
set on fighting right now is the self-induced Hell | brought upon. 


"My sweet, sweet Brucie," she cooes while latching onto me like she could lose me any second if she lets go, 


"You're gonna be just fine . Its all gonna be alright...” 


A stomach-dropping sensation shoots through me at the maternal reassurance, and it's not long before | feel 
my face flushing and the waterworks threaten to begin all over again And as much as a pussy this makes me 
look like, | really don't give a shit right now. It's Mom , and if anyone in my life has seen all parts of me, 
including the ones | refuse to show most, its her. Even more than Dad. 


Mom knows all 

And her instincts are incredibly strong because even though | haven't made a damn sound, she holds me 
tighter as the first tear is released, and the tighter she holds me, the more vulnerable | feel, so the faster 
the tears fall. She knows exactly what to do in almost every given moment, and that alone solidifies the 
original confidence I've held with this decision to seek refuge here. 

Between Mom, Dad, and Indiana, | have everything | need and | know HI make it through this 

| refuse fo settle for anything less. 


They are my lifelines. 


And as corny as it fuckin’ sounds, something about this moment really does make me believe that everything 


will be alright..even if the journey ain't gonna be rainbows and butterflies. 


tll be worth it. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNNNN NNN 


ENDING NOTES/REFERENCES/FUN FACTS 


*CC and Indiana got engaged sometime in 1194 - at the height of CC's addiction - She was with him through 
the ups and downs but there was a time or two where she threatened to leave (and actually left) him 
because his addiction was severe € he wasn't willing to straighten out. However, once he was serious about his 
recovery, Indiana stuck by him and was very supportive through the process. I'm not sure what happened 


between them but they never did get married. CC is currently with a woman named Shannon and they had a 
son, Vallon, together. 


*CC did think it was a bizarre decision to move back in with his parents but he really knew it was the only 
way he'd be able to straighten out without a rehab, since he couldn't get ahold of drugs under their roof. He 
did it by himself, without AA/NA. The support of his family and fiancé was strong enough to guide him 
through it. 


*The story of the friend whose parents went to Alanon meetings with CC's parents € lost her life to drugs is 
true, and was the inspiration behind a song that CC wrote and recorded later with his solo band Samantha 
7 called "Cover Girl" 


*CC owned more than 100 guitars at the time this scene took place, and he did in fact bring every one to his 
parents with him. Once he moved out and bought a house with Indiana after he got sober, he slowly took them 
back with him but it was a long, slow, process. 


*CC actually did envision the Grim Reaper at his door of his old Hollywood mansion and the visual scared him 
shitless into getting clean He was hallucinating from the cocaine and a dealer came to his door, but because he 
was out of his mind, he saw the guy in the shape of the Grim Reaper, and he was convinced that death was 
coming for him in that moment. He didn't let the dealer inside and made the decision fo leave that house and 
never go back after that. He talks about this in an interview from 2000. You can find it on YouTube -- the 


whole interview is hilarious € really shows CC's true essence. 


*CC often says that the most painful part of his addiction issues was that fact that his parents never did 
anything to drive him to use drugs, but they still blamed themselves. As quoted, "They've always sacrificed 
everything for me. It's painful for me that they feel they screwed up. They didn't. | did" 


